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God reaps a harvest in thee.    If this be,
Can I work miracles and not be saved ?
This is not told of any.    They were saints.
It cannot be but that I shall be saved ;
Yea, crown'd a saint.    They shout,  ' Behold
a saint!'
And lower voices saint me from above.
Courage, St. Simeon !    This dull chrysalis
Cracks into shining wings, and hope ere death
Spreads more and more and more, that God hath
now
Sponged and made blank of crimeful record all
My mortal archives.
O my sons, my sons,
I, Simeon of the pillar, by surname
Stylites, among men; I, Simeon,
The watcher on the column till the end ;
1, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine bakes;
I, whose bald brows in silent hours become
Unnaturally hoar with rime, do now
From my high nest of penance here proclaim
That Pontius and Iscariot by my side
Show'd like fair seraphs.    On the coals I lay,
A vessel full of sin : all hell beneath
Made me boil over.    Devils pluck'd my sleeve;
Abaddon and Asmodeus caught at me.
I smote them, with the cross ; they swarm'd again.
In bed like monstrous  apes  they crush'd my
chest:
They flapp'd my light out as I read: I saw
Their faces grow between me and my book :
With colt-like whinny and with hoggish whine
They burst my prayer.    Yet this way was left,
And by this way I 'scaped them.    Mortify
Your flesh, like me, with scourges and with
thorns ;
Smite, shrink not, spare not.    If it may be, fast
Whole Lents, and pray.      I hardly, with slow
steps,
With slow, faint steps, and much exceeding pain,